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Chapter 1

Somewhere in the eastern frontier regions of the kingdom of Brilaund, a young redhaired woman walked out onto the porch of her husband’s homestead and smiled when she saw Fisnick guiding the couple’s nag from a cart filled with boxes and crates.

She was slim and average height.  Her wavy auburn hair was tied back in a ponytail, and she wore a roughspun gown common on the frontier.  Her gray eyes flashed as she ran to the cart, waving, the small diamond in her engagement ring catching the afternoon sunlight.

“How is my dearest Vesa?” the middle-aged man said.  Fisnick had a salt-and-pepper crop of hair and a beard to match it.   He lifted her chin and kissed her.  Vesa felt her stomach flip.  She was about to kiss back when he put his hands on her shoulders and stood tall again.

She smirked and said, “Just fine, husband.  I wondered when you would get back from the trading post.  It’s so dangerous going alone.”

Fisnick hopped down from the cart and came to his new bride, looked down at her and said, “This is the quietest section of the new lands.  If a veteran adventurer with twenty-five years of experience can’t be safe going to a trading post, then I have no right to be called your husband.  You can leave me, go back home, and get a better man.

Fisnick flexed his biceps and winked.  Despite being older, the man was indeed strong and experienced in combat.  He was just getting older, and Vesa could see him wince from time to time when he lifted something a bit too heavy.

“Did you get everything I asked for?  A new whetstone, a box of flints,  some spices, an iron frying pan.  Tell me you got the pan.”

“Yes, dear, I got everything on the list; it’s all back here,” he said as he walked around the cart.  “I even got some seed potatoes as well as more seed.”

“That’s great!  It must have been easy to sell our crops,” she said as she poked through the delivery.

“Selling dream leaf and night fruit isn’t easy.  I had to set up connections a few weeks back with some small bribes.  But I told you these were the things to grow out here on the frontier.   No noble looking over your shoulder, looking to burn your crops.”

“They want to burn it because it's illegal!  The king doesn’t want anyone taking too much dream leaf, and they want their women having children, so night fruit is out too.  It’s a good thing adventuring parties can’t seem to get enough of the damned stuff.”

“Hey, because I’m a veteran, I know my customer and their needs.  If we had to grow any other crops, we’d need hired hands, or children.  We have neither.”

“Well, I’m willing to have children, Fisnick.  Would you like to try?  We haven’t done it outside in a long time.”

Her husband laughed and scratched his head, “Come on, babe, I’m hungry and tired as hell.  Let me unload the stuff and wash up.”

“Yes,” she said, looking down. “I was only joking.  You go do that, and I’ll fix you something to eat.”

“You’re the best, Vesa,”  he said, giving her a hug.

Vesa smiled and backed away before going behind the house to the summer kitchen.  When she turned the corner, she heard something running into the underbrush behind the house.

“Hey!  Who’s there!?” she said, grabbing a broom and trotting to the bushes and giving them a good thwack. “Damn animals.  I keep this place clean, and you still think you can find an easy meal.  I really need to set some traps to catch those giant rats.”

…

Later that night, when dinner was cleaned up and the lightning bugs started to put on a show over the field of dream leaf seedlings, Vesa got up and pulled on her husband’s wrist while holding a lit candle in the other hand.

“Come on, my hero, it’s time to get your reward for all the hard work you did today,”  she said.

Fisnick smirked and got up from the dinner table and followed his bride to the only other room in their house, the bedroom.

Vesa put the candle in a holder and then guided her husband onto the bed.

“I miss you even if it's for a single night, my darling,”  the thin young woman said.  She grabbed the skirt of her dress and pulled it over her head.  The redhead stood in her small clothes before her man.

Fisnick propped himself up against the headboard and took off his boots.  “I still can’t believe this old bastard could get a wife like you, Vesa.”

“It’s not hard to believe at all.  You were the strongest and handsomest man in the village.  If I didn’t marry you, I would still be stuck in that village.  Now you and I have a plan to make enough money to turn this shack into a stronghouse, then a tower house, and then finally a castle.  It’s me, a simple peasant, who should be amazed that I’m married to you.”

“Always so ambitious, my sweetheart; yes, you’ll have your castle,” he said. “Now let’s see that beautiful body.”

Vesa unlaced her white undershirt and then took it off, leaving only her bloomers.  The young woman’s breasts were on the smaller size but perky and nicely shaped.  Her pink nipples were already hard.  She hopped onto the bed and straddled her man.

Fisnick took a deep breath, took her hands and kissed them. “You are so pretty.”

She took his hands and placed them on her sides, “Touch me, dear.”

The girl felt her husband’s calloused hands drag over her soft skin.  Vesa’s insides fluttered at what her husband could do.  The man had cleared their farm of trees so fast she wouldn’t have believed it if she didn’t see it with her own eyes.  She wanted him to be strong with her, to pin her down, to dominate her, just a little. 

She sighed and slumped as he gently grazed her sides before massaging her upper arms.

“You know, dear husband, you don’t have to be so gentle with me,” she said.

Fisnick tilted his head, “How could I dare hurt my love?”

“I’m not a butterfly, Fisnick,” she said, moving his hands to her breasts. “Squeeze them.”

The young woman hoped that he would, but accepted his gentle cupping and caressing.  His thumbs barely touched the tips of her nipples, making her moan in frustration.  Her husband seemed so strong and virile when she had first met him, but behind closed doors he was gentle as a lamb.

The girl started to grind her hips on him, searching for the friction that might provide some relief.  Her hands moved to his shirt and began to pull at it.

Fisnick took the hint and took off his shirt before falling back onto the headboard.  Vesa bit her lip when she saw his chiseled torso and chest, covered with scars.  So what if the skin was starting to sag a little at the belly?  Her husband’s body always drove her up a wall.

She put a finger on a scar and traced its length, “You still haven’t told me about this one, Fisnick.”

When Vesa saw him wince and look away, she said, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have brought it up.  I’m just always turned on when you talk about your adventures.”

“It’s alright, Vesa.  I understand.  Girls always love a good story,”  he said, patting her shoulder.

…Don’t pat me on the shoulder,  Fisnick!  Put me on my back!  Make me scream in pleasure!  We’re in the middle of nowhere.  We can make as much noise as we want!…

Vesa shifted down his legs and reached for his fly to loosen his pants.  She peeled the fabric back and tugged at his penis.  When he shifted, it popped out and Vesa smirked when she saw it.  She bent over and took his entire length into her mouth, taking care not to let her teeth touch him.  The young bride twirled her tongue around his limp prick.

…Get big, Fisnick.  Please get big.  It’s been a while…

Licking became sucking, but still the older man’s cock didn’t stir.  It was only when she heard him start to snore that she backed off the bed and looked at him.

He was out cold.

“Am I really that horrible to you, Fisnick?  Can I not turn you on?”  she said as she pulled him by the ankles so he could sleep on his back.  She  blinked her reddening eyes, sniffed, and wiped her nose before she left the bedroom and went out into the night.

“Fisnick, sometimes you can be so frustrating!”  she said under the stars.    Lying on the grass, the young woman touched herself.  Her left hand pulled on her bare breasts while her right hand pulled the string on her bloomers.  Vesa used four fingers to rub herself with quick light strokes.

“Fuck me!  Fill me up!”

The young woman fantasized being taken and impregnated.  She tried to force herself to imagine Fisnick, with his square jaw and well-built body, but it kept floating away in her mind.

Her husband was replaced by other men.  In her mind, a pot-bellied blacksmith split her with his dick while other men were stroking themselves and leering down at her.

“Fuck! Ah!”  she cried out as her fingers jammed inside her tight pussy.  This was the only thing that came anywhere close to what her body craved.  Pushing her pelvis up, she fingerbanged herself while her other hand teased and yanked her own breasts. 

Vesa masturbated under the night sky until the pent-up frustration exploded between her hips and she screamed in release.  The stimulation made her curl up into a fetal position and twitch.

Vesa lay there for a minute savoring the afterglow.  She muttered, “I really need to just take care of myself more often.  Fisnick is so tired at the end of the day.”

A rustle in the bushes made her blood go cold.

She shot up and looked out in the darkness, unable to see a thing.  When she heard the rustle again, she bolted to the house.  Halfway, she tripped and fell.  Hearing something come out of the underbrush, she whimpered and sprinted for the door again.

Vesa got behind the door, slammed it shut, and bolted it at the top and bottom.  After that, she ran to the bedroom, pushed all the furniture she could against the door, and then checked the shutters to see they were barred.

Only then did she let her racing heart start to slow.  She wanted to wake her husband, to make sure all was well.  Her hand went to his shoulder to shove him, but she hesitated.

She mumbled, “It was only some bushes moving.  It could have been one of those giant rats, or any other animal. It doesn’t have to be something dangerous.  Fisnick himself said it was safe.”

Slipping under the blanket, Vesa held onto her slumbering husband.  Keeping him between her and the door.


Chapter 2

“But you’ve only just come back!  Why are you leaving?”  Vesa said to Fisnick as he saddled the nag.

“Come on, Vesa,” he said.  “You know I have to help out when there’s a barn raising.  The locals helped us out when we came here; now I have to return the favor.”  The veteran adventurer grabbed his tools and swung them over the back of the horse.

“You haven’t even touched me yet,” she said, folding her arms and turning to face the farmhouse.

“For that I am sorry.  I promise to make it up to you once the barn is up.”

She turned around and raised a finger, “Can’t I come with you?”

Fisnick shook his head and put his hand on his forehead, saying, “We need someone here to water the seedlings, Vesa, you know that.”

Vesa strode to him and hugged him, “Fisnick, I don’t want to be alone right now.  I heard things out in the forest last night, and having you here for a few days would make me feel safer.  You can go after that.”

The older man petted her auburn hair and laughed, “Babe, we live right next to the forest.  There’s bound to be something out there.”

“What if it’s monsters?” she said, hugging him tighter.

“I would have seen their signs in one of my patrols, Vesa.  There’s only animals out there,” he said, pointing to the woods.  “Monsters go where there’s plenty of food or gold.  We make barely enough to feed ourselves.  I’d be more scared for you at the trading post or one of the plantations.”  He pointed to the ground, “This is where you’re safest.  You have to trust me.”

“Fine,” she said.  “I’ve just been so lonely.”

“That’s why I’m helping.  The more settlers, the more friends you’ll have.  Look, I have to get going if I’m to get there before they start.  I’ll be there for one night.  I’ll be home late tomorrow, probably at dusk.”

They kissed, and Fisnick mounted his horse and clicked his tongue.  The nag started to move.  The retired hero turned to her and said, “I love you, Vesa.  Make sure those seedlings don’t die.”

…

It was a few hours later before Vesa managed to complete all the chores for the dream leaf and night fruit for the day.  The sun was high in the sky, and Vesa dusted herself off and headed towards the farmhouse. 

After having a cup of small beer and washing her face with a wet rag, she checked the water pitchers and blew a lock of wavy red hair from her forehead.

“Damn it, Fisnick, you were supposed to fetch the water before you left,” she muttered as she picked up the carrying stick and two wooden buckets.  When she slung them over her shoulder, she marched into the forest.

When they first settled, her husband had been nice enough to clear a path to the nearest stream.  Still, there were tree stumps and roots that Vesa had to watch out for or risk stumbling.

The young woman smiled as she heard birdsong and the drone of insects.  This was what she loved about the frontier.  Back home the land was controlled by man.  There were strips of cultivated wheat as far as you could see.  Any wood that was used as fuel came from pollards; all the nearby trees had been cut down long ago.  Here the world was all nature, and Vesa loved it.

Once she got to the stream, Vesa splashed her face and used her handkerchief to wipe down the insides of her elbows and the top of her chest before wetting it again and tying it around her neck. 

There was a snap of a twig.

Yelped and looked up; she then sighed.  It was a doe walking through the forest on the other side of the creek.  She blew through her lips, pointed at the deer, and said, “You scared me half to death!”

The doe bolted away from her, covering a large amount of ground in only a few steps.

“I have to get this back to the house.  Crap, today is laundry day too.  Looks like I’ll be back here soon enough.”

She dipped the two buckets into the clear water of the stream, then inserted the handles into the notches of the carrying stick and slung it over her shoulders.

After getting about halfway back to the house, Vera noticed something.  While the insects were still buzzing around, the birds' sounds had stopped completely.  A knot formed in the pit of her stomach and she broke out in a cold sweat.

Her pace picked up as she quickly stepped between the roots and stumps on her way home.  Vera’s head was on a swivel, looking for any threats.  While she was quick-marching, her toe caught on a root and she nearly fell headlong.  The woman managed to keep the buckets from spilling, righted herself, and kept going, just able to see the light in the forest where the cleared land lay ahead.

Once in the field, she was able to glide over the dirt path and have only a few drops of water spill out of the buckets as she powerwalked.

She got to the outdoor kitchen, quickly dumped the buckets into the water pitchers, and ran inside the house.  After bolting the door, she ran to the bed and hid under the covers.

Her ears were pricked, trying to listen for anything, but there was nothing.  She sat up when she heard the birds start to sing again.

The girl sat up and slapped her cheeks before  pointing at the wall, saying, “Vesa!  Stop being a coward!  There’s nothing out there!  It’s all in your mind!  If you can’t get over this, what will Fisnick think!  Ugh!  I’m such a scaredy cat!"

Vesa went around the house, picked up any rags and garments that needed scrubbing, and put them in a bag.  She grabbed the washboard from next to the front door and marched with a determined face back to the stream.

…

Vesa’s bloomers and other clothes were drying on a line next to the house when she finally got to sit herself down on a bench next to the house.  She let out a groan,  “When will Fisnick finally give me some children so I can get them to do the laundry.  I’m so beat!”

It was then she heard a voice.  Vesa’s heart skipped a beat as she stood up and balled her fists.  She willed herself not to run.

The young woman got her broom, went to the edge of the forest, and shakily pointed it at the underbrush.

“Whoever you are, better go away!  My husband is an adventurer and will kill you if he finds out you have been bothering me.”

She smacked the branches with the broom.

“Do you hear me!?  Go away!”

The bushes talked back.  Saying, “Heh heh, go away!  He he he.”

Vesa screamed and sprinted for the house, dropping the broom in the process.  She didn’t bother looking back; she knew whoever it was was following her.  Hearing her pursuers panting and running made her heart race.  The farmhouse was so close.

When she got inside, she shut the door and ran for the one place Fisnick had told her to go in case of trouble.

She lifted a straw mat and found the trapdoor to the crawlspace under the house.  The mat was tied to the trapdoor so when she eased it down quietly, the door was hidden.  Her hands shook as she fumbled, bolting the trapdoor shut behind her.   When it was done, she crawled a few feet on the dirt floor and then fell prone.

A few seconds later, there was a loud banging on the front door.  Vesa covered her mouth and shut her eyes.

…No noise, Vesa.  Not a peep…

After the banging stopped, she heard the latch click and the door creak open.

…You forgot to bolt the door, you idiot!…

Vesa heard a group enter the house, but couldn’t make out how many of them.  Whoever it was, they were breathing raggedly from sprinting from the forest to the house.

“Where, princess!”  a gravely higher-pitched voice said.

Vesa could hear them sniffing.

“Whole place smell like princess,”  a lower voice said. 

“Maybe she magic?”  The first replied.  “Mmm, beautiful magic, princess.”

“No magic, Glack.  She pretty, no magic.  We be dead if magic.”

“Hmm,” the first voice said thoughtfully. “Either way, she be goblin princess.  So pretty.”

A chorus of hums agreed with Glack.

“Look!  Find!”  Glack said urgently. “Bad old man come back, maybe. Look fast!”

The feet of several goblins thumped the floor of the farmhouse, causing dust to fall on Vesa’s red hair. 

…Goblins!  The low-level monsters known for kidnapping women and stealing from settlers!  They don’t have females of their own, so they use other races to have their children…

The woman pinched herself for imagining what that might entail, and not being completely repulsed by it. 

…No!  You love Fisnick!  Shame on you!…

There was a lot of noise above her as the goblins turned over almost everything in the house looking for her.

“No princess!” the low-voiced goblin said.

“Yes, Sleeth.”

“We need to move!  No more princess, Glack!  You make us hungry.  These humans have little food and no meat!”

The group growled.

Glack said, “Yes, yes, you all go to man town and steal.  I stay near here and see if princess comes back.  I catch her, you see!”

They all laughed at him.  Vesa could hear them pour out of the house.  She could still hear the final goblin breathing.

“Glack find princess!”  he said in a growl before leaving and shutting the door.


Chapter 3

After Vesa wedged a shim under the bedroom door, she took her time placing the heavy stone on top of it.  She gave herself enough space to slip through the space she had left open for herself.  If the door was pushed open, the rock would hit whoever had opened it.

“That should be enough to knock that bugger out,” Vesa said.  She left a few lengths of rope as well as a knife on a side table next to the bedroom door.  A wooden stick propped open the trap door.

The young woman looked out her door into the fields that needed watering and weeding.  She pursed her lips and stepped out into the morning sun, determined not to be defeated by a goblin.

…

By noon time, Vesa’s dress was soaked through with sweat.  The rich soil on the frontier produced many weeds that needed to be delicately pulled before they choked the dream leaf plants.  Every so often she would look at the edge of the forest and try to listen for the faintest rustling of branches.

Wiping her brow, she muttered, “I would have thought they would have tried to get me by now.”  She walked back to the house to grab a mug of small beer and waited.

It felt like ages as the clouds rolled by.  Her anxiety turned into boredom and then finally frustration.

“Why aren’t you coming out?”  she groaned.  “I want to get you so I can finally get out of these stinky clothes!”

It was then she got an idea.  Vesa bit her lip and looked around before she pulled off her dress and small clothes, throwing them into a basket.

Stepping out from the porch into the sunlight, the redhead called out, “Hey goblins!  I’m hot and ready for you!”  She began to squeeze her breasts and moan.  A flock of crows took flight and cawed before flying north.

When she didn’t hear anything, she tried one last thing.  Vesa turned around and bent over, presenting her bare pussy to the forest and began to finger herself.

She was anxious, but eventually her snatch became moist from her teasing her own clitoris.  The young woman would never have been so brazen had she been anywhere else but the frontier.

After a minute, her fingers were drenched, and her moans became authentic.  She almost didn’t hear the monster coming out of the underbrush.

She turned and saw him.  A squat green humanoid with a bald head and pointy ears.  It wore nothing but a loincloth.  A rusty dagger was hung from his rope belt.

The goblin sniffed the air as it blew from the house to him.  The creature let out a frustrated whine she could hear.

“Princess!”  he called out before walking to the house.

Vesa squealed, ran to the house, left the door open, and crawled down the open trapdoor.  She pulled the stick that was propping it up , then scrambled into the crawlspace under the bedroom.

Ten seconds later she heard the monster barge into the house panting.

“Princess!  Where are you!”

She bit her knuckle but steeled her resolve enough to say in a hitched tone.  “I’m in the bedroom!”

Footsteps thudded along the wood floor.  The door banged open, and then there was a loud thud.  Finally, she heard the monster breathing but making no sound.

Not wasting any time, Vesa returned to the trap door and came up.  She ran to the bedroom door and saw the goblin was knocked out cold.

She pulled the creature's arms back and bound him at the wrists and ankles, which gave her some time to think.  She threw the monster’s rusty knife out the front door.

Wondering if he would slink like a caterpillar away, she propped him up against the foot of the bed and used another rope to tie him to it. 

Vesa looked at her prize.  The goblin was shorter than a dwarf.  He smelled of musk and dirt.  His physique was well muscled except for his pot belly.  The woman looked at his non-pointed nose, raised an eyebrow, and frowned.

“I thought you would have been much uglier, goblin.  Now I just have to keep you here until my husband gets home this evening.  He’ll take care of you.”

The monster groaned and then looked up.  His eyes were green just like his skin.  When the goblin realized it was captured, it thrashed in the little way it could. 

Vesa smirked and said, “You think girls aren’t strong enough to tie good knots?”

The goblin screamed, “Help! Help!”

Vesa walked out of the bedroom and came back with a knife.  The goblin stopped screaming and whimpered quietly as it looked at the blade pointed at its neck.

“No kill me, Princess!  Please!  Beg!  I beg!”

“Stay quiet, scum.  I won’t kill you,” she said with the knowledge that her husband would do the job.

The eyes of the goblin darted up and down, looking at every inch of her naked body.

“What’s your name, goblin?”

“Glack!  I’m Glack, Princess!”  he said pathetically.

“Hello, Glack.  Why do you call me princess?” she said while keeping the blade pointed at him.

“We see the prettiest lady in the whole world come live in our forest!  She must be princess!”  Glack said, licking his lips.  “Why you naked?”

“It was a trap Glack, simple as that.  I know exactly what you goblins do, so I had to catch you as proof to my husband that I can’t be left here alone.”

“Why not?”

“You’d kidnap me and hurt me!  Swine!”  she snapped at him and kicked him.

“No!  No!  Never hurt princess!  Glack love princess!  So pretty,” he said.  He stared at her crotch, and soon there was a bulge appearing from his loincloth.

“Hey, stop that!”  she said.

“Glack can’t, princess too pretty!  Mmmph!” he said while the bulge kept growing. “Maybe you leave.”

“Just so you can break free!?  No way,” she said and turned to look out the door.  Her dress and underwear were out past the porch. 

The bulge grew larger, far larger than she had expected.  Her eyes glanced at it and then at Glack’s fearful eyes.

…That thing is huge…

Glack whimpered as the monster’s cock started to twitch in time with his heartbeat. “Princess so mean!  Teasing Glack!  Humans so cruel!”

…If I flipped his loincloth up, I could see a penis other than my husband’s.  He would never know.  I’m safe; the monster is bound tight and will be dead by nightfall…

The goblin started to squirm and curl his toes back and forth.

Vesa’s hand reached out and flipped back the rag covering the monster’s privates.  When she saw what was underneath, she gasped and fell on her butt with her legs slightly spread.

Glack’s cock was much longer than Fisnick’s.  It was almost embarrassing.  It wasn’t much thicker than her husband’s cock.  The shaft was darker green than the rest of his body, but the tip and first two inches of his pecker were light pink and swollen.  Veins serpentined up his shaft, and the surface was lined with small ridges and bumps. 

Precum was already drooling from the monster’s knob.

She looked a little bit down and saw his testicles were large as well, but not covered in pubic hair.

…How much come would he make with those?…

Glack started to breathe heavily.  He said, “I promise, no run away.  I beg you, please dress.  I can smell princess.”

Vesa got on her feet and walked to the goblin.  “You terrorized me, Glack.  You made me so scared I couldn’t sleep. You’re evil.”

“No!  No evil!  Glack is good!  Mmmph!”  he looked up at her, and his eyes dilated when he saw her spreading her legs.

“Can you smell me even more, Glack?”  she said while her fingers went down her belly and began to massage her clitoris in front of the creature.  Her fingers grew slick as her body became hot.  Vesa smirked and said, “Poor little goblin is so close to what he wants.”

Glack stuck out his neck and opened his mouth.  His tongue reached out.  It was so long that Vesa had to take a step back.  The girl looked down to see the goblin’s cock was now oozing continuously from its tip.

“You’re evil, Glack,” she said as she fingered her pussy, touching the front wall and seeking her G-spot. “Evil needs to be punished.”

“Princess is so mean!  Mmmph, please Princess!  Mercy for Glack.”

“You’re pathetic, do you hear me!  You’re nothing compared to any man!  My husband is worth ten of you!”  she said while still staring at his cock and fingerbanging herself.

…That thing is so big.  I wonder what it feels like…no!  He’s a filthy goblin monster!…

Vesa’s mind wandered, and she imagined the roles being reversed and if Glack’s impressive dick would scratch that itch she always had.  She, in fact, had the itch at that moment.  Vesa pushed hard on her G-spot, and she could feel the urge to pee.  When it hit a crescendo, she pushed and let out a moan, her knees wobbling.  A stream of fluid shot out of her and sprayed the goblin’s face.

Glack let out a cry of desperation and wailed, “Princess!  I love you!  Why do you hate me!”

“My name is Vesa, you shit!”  she said as she wiped her wet hand over his nose.

“Vesa, I love Vesa!  Mmmph,” he started to hump the air, but wasn’t able to move much.

She looked down at the creature; the sight of him in such frustration made her feel a pang.  His last day living would be filled with teasing and then pain.

…Is he feeling the same way I do when Fisnick doesn’t touch me?…

“Glack!  Are you listening?  Glack!  Look at me!”  she said in a commanding tone.

Glack was breathing heavily but tore his gaze away from her drenched pussy and looked up at her with those dilated eyes.  “Yes, Princess Vesa?”

“I want to make a deal with you.  If I make you come, will you not bother me again?  Will you promise not to kidnap me?”

Glack grimaced and growled before looking away, “No!”

“Are you sure?”  she said as she sat on her knees next to him.  Vesa extended a fingertip to just barely above the tip of his throbbing dong.  “I can make you feel good.”

“Glack loves Princess Vesa!  Being without her is death!” he cried but bit his lip and tried to buck, only for her to pull her finger away.

She pursed her lips and blew air over the tip of his cock.  The goblin groaned and whipped his head back and forth. “Cruel!  Vesa is Cruel!”

“Perhaps you need more convincing,” Vesa replied impishly.  Her hand reached down and attempted to cup his balls.  The woman found it impossible to hold both in one hand, so she settled for caressing just one.

“Glack, you know you want this.  Just promise me you won’t take me away.  Promise that I’ll be safe living here,” she said as she moved her hand in soft circles. 

Glack stared at Vesa’s perky breasts and opened his mouth.  His long tongue extended past his chin.  The length of it made Vesa’s heart do a flip.  The tip of it was an inch away from her hard nipple.

“Mmmph, Vesa, please!”

“Promise!” she said, gripping his ball with more force.

“Yes!  Glack promise!  No take, no marry!  Please!”

Vesa felt the thrill of victory over this monster and laughed.  Her slender hand gripped the base of Glack’s dick and began jacking him.  The goblin’s cock was slick with his own precum.  It was hot and throbbing in her hand. As she stroked, she felt every vein, ridge, and bump.  Her hand made light piston movements, and Glack bucked and stared at Vesa.

“Are all goblins like you?  Going crazy at the first look at a woman?” she said.

“I love you, Vesa,”  he said, staring at her.

“You’re a loser, Glack.  A woman caught you and can do anything they want to you right now.”

“I love you, Vesa,” he said, sounding almost human. 

Vesa frowned and gripped his knob hard, “Stop saying that!”  She turned away from him to focus on the goblin’s pecker.  One hand wasn’t enough, and her other hand gripped his shaft while the  other handled the hot glans.

…It’s just a cock.  It’s designed to make women feel good and get them pregnant…

Her hands slid up and down, and Vesa imagined how this impressive johnson would feel between her legs. 

“Tell me, Glack.  If you had me, how long would you fuck my pussy.”

“Ugh!” A large upwelling of precum oozed out of his dick. “Fuck until first light.  Glack must make Vesa feel good.”

She stroked faster and asked, “Would you be gentle or rough with me?”

Glack kept his mouth shut and groaned behind pursed lips.

“Oh, so you must want to fuck me hard, hmm?” she said.  “Would you take me from behind or would you pin me down and fuck me face to face?”

“Yes!  Both!”

…I bet you would, you dirty monster…

“My husband would be finished by now,” she said absentmindedly.

She widened her eyes and looked up at him.  Glack's expression had changed.  Instead of frustration, there was a lecherous smirk.

“Vesa loves Glack?” he asked.

“No!” she said a little too loudly.  She pumped harder and said, “Once you come you’ll be far away!”

“You want Glack.  I feel it,” he said with a hitched voice. Vesa’s hands were still quite effective.

“I’ll get you to come right now, and you’ll go!  That’s all there is to it!” she straddled the squat monster and put her hands on the floor.  She opened her mouth and brought it down close to his raging boner.

“Vesa!?” Glack said in surprise.

“Fuck my mouth and leave me in peace, you disgusting worm.”

The woman took the goblin’s cock into her mouth, and she began to suck.

…It’s just a cock. He’ll come, and then he’ll go. … Gods, it’s so big!…

Her mouth pushed further, and her lips slid over the contours of Glack’s rod. Vesa pulled her hair to one side and began to suck him.  Glack’s precum came freely, and she found herself gulping it down.  Each dip of her head was lower, and before she knew it, the goblin’s dick was passing her tonsils.

…Why am I not gagging?  This is so easy…

Vesa descended further.  Her nostrils filled with his musk and she began to roll her eyes and moan.  She held her breath and pushed down until her cute nose pressed into his pot belly.  The girl then raised her head to the tip and then pushed down again in one long stroke. 

…My throat is taking him.  This feels right…

The young woman deep-throated the goblin's long, thick cock, gulping more ooze on each stroke.  Glack made low noises and interspersed them with laughs.

Her hand grabbed the knife again, and she cut the rope binding his feet.  She looked at him and jacked him while saying, “Glack, I want you to fuck my throat.  Then I want you to leave.  Say you understand.”

“I know,” he said with a smile. “I go.”

“Then show me how you would fuck me if you caught me, Glack.”

Vesa spread his legs and brought her mouth down, lips wide open.

Glack pushed his pelvis up into a bridge pose, plunging his penis into her hovering mouth.

…So good…

At first the goblin prick was slow and steady but soon picked up.  The goblin’s lubrication and her saliva mixed and made his dong move as smooth as silk.  Glack soon fucked Vesa’s mouth with impressive stamina.

…Fuck my mouth, Glack. No one is looking…

Vesa’s loins burned with a desire to be used.  This goblin was doing to her what she always wanted Fisnick to do.

“I love you, Vesa.  Be mine,”  Glack grunted as he fucked her mouth.

Instead of anger or fear, the young woman felt a rush. 

…You’re not even a man, Glack.  You don’t love me.  You just want to fuck…

“I’m coming!”  Glack said in a high voice.

…Oh shit!  Why do I want this!?…

Glack’s cock erupted in her mouth.  It felt like a hose had been turned on in her throat.  The woman felt a rush in her stomach as his first pulse shot into her belly. The next shot she tried to swallow, but the goblin’s ejaculation wouldn’t wait, and the next rope went the wrong way and ended up shooting out of her nose, forming two long strings of semen.  She coughed and gagged as Glack cast a rope onto her face.  Rather than recoil, Vesa found herself milking Glack with a hand.

…More Glack.  Get every drop out…

The rest of the goblin's semen landed on her face and then her tits.  Vesa sat back and wiped her face and coughed. Rather than flinging the cum away, she licked the thick spunk from her hand and swallowed it.

The goblin’s sperm tingled on her lips and tongue like a mouthful of whiskey.  The jism in her sinuses made her lightheaded.

The married woman smeared the goblin’s cum on her nipples.  She moaned as the light burning sensation she felt on her mouth was on her breasts.

“Fuck, Glack.”

“Princess, feels good?”

“Yes, Glack.  I do,”  her sticky hand started to drift to her crotch again when she stopped herself.  Vesa clapped her cheeks and shook her head before saying, “Now, goblin, you promised you’d go in peace.  And keep your friends away too.”

She cut him from the bed and walked him to the door.  The woman then cut his bonds on his wrists, shoved him out of the house, and slammed the door shut behind him.

“I love you, Princess Vesa!  I promise you safe!  No goblins come near.”  He then said, “If you want more, come to the river and whistle.  I will serve.”

The goblin started whistling, which became fainter as he walked away.  Vesa fingered herself behind the farmhouse door.

…I feel so good.  He didn’t even put it inside me! …

Vesa worked the rest of the day without cleaning off the goblin’s cum from her body, nor did she blow her nose; instead, she snorted it down.  Only when she realized her husband would be coming home did she clean up.


Chapter 4

Two days later, Vesa was once again taking the dirty laundry to the stream to wash.  Fisnick had returned dead tired but had gotten back to work on the farm the next day.  On the surface, the couple was happy to get back into the rhythm of frontier life, and Vesa worked extra hard to hide the fact that she had let a monster cover her in his jism.

The first night, Vesa slept soundly.  Her body had hummed with the afterglow of her lewd activities with Glack.  She could almost still feel the monster’s cock pushing her tonsils out of the way as it slid down her esophagus.

The next night, something had changed.  Vesa no longer slept soundly.  The glow she felt the night before was gone, replaced by that damned itch.  After much teasing and cajoling, Vesa managed to get Fisnick to perform his marital duties.  A few minutes of an exhausted man trying to please her only made her itch harder.

When she awoke, the first thing she remembered was Glack’s offer.   Go to the stream and whistle, and he would come.  She debated all morning whether she had the will to do it while her husband worked on the farm.  When she couldn’t stand the image of Glack’s dick in her hand whenever she closed her eyes anymore, she caved.

The young woman passed Fisnick as he pulled up weeds.  She sighed as she looked at his muscled back as he tended their crop.  He was such a good man, she thought.  It was only in this one small area where he came up short.  She blushed and shut her eyes and was about to turn around when Fisnick looked up at her and smiled.

“What are you up to, sweetheart?”

She jumped and said, “Oh!  Nothing!  Just taking our laundry to the stream.  There’s a bit of it, so don’t wait for me; just eat some bread and cheese for lunch.  Does that sound good?”

“Are you sure you don’t want me to help?  I know laundry is hard.  You mentioned you wanted me to take some of it.”

“No!  That’s fine, husband.  You’re sweating so much just taking care of the dream leaf.  No, I’ll do this by myself.  I may even take a dip out there.”

“Weren’t you scared of being alone?”  Fisnick said, wiping his brow.

“Well,” she said, darting her eyes to the forest. “It’s like you said, this is a quiet part of the frontier, and I was wanting you to stay.  I was just a little lonely.”

“Right,”  he said. “Well, it’s good that you’re getting a little braver.  I’m glad you’re settling down.”

She smiled and walked down the path towards the forest and the stream.  The summer air was hot, and by the time Vesa got to the stream, she was sweating through her dress.  The clear, rushing water of the brook was refreshingly cold as she scrubbed, then let the clothes dry on the large rocks along the banks.

After her work was complete, Vesa looked around and then disrobed and washed her own dress, undershirt, and bloomers.  The light filtering through the trees hit her pale skin as she rubbed the fabric along her washboard.

When she was done, she stepped into the stream herself and found a spot deep enough for her to float and cool down. 

…The goblin kept his word.  They haven’t bothered me since that day.  If I go home right now, I’m still a good wife.  If I whistle, I’ll be betraying the man I love…

Her heart raced as she pursed her lips and blew like a mockingbird.  Four seconds later, Glack came into Vesa’s peripheral vision as she floated in the water.

She spun around and splashed, covering her bosom and saying, “You were watching me the whole time?”

“Yes, Glack loves Princess Vesa.  So pretty,” he said while stepping towards her.

“Stop!” she said, putting up her hand and frowning.

Glack froze and put out his hands.  He said, “What’s wrong?  You whistled, I came!”

“Where are the others?  Your friends aren’t going to come and get me, will they?”

“They do what I tell them.  They hunt to the west of here.  We have the whole day,” he said smiling and stepping forward again.  His loincloth started to pitch a tent.

She pointed to a flat boulder  and said, “Go sit there and lose the knife.  Since I’m the princess, I’m in charge.  Do you understand?”

Glack nodded eagerly, sprinted to the boulder, and sat on the edge.  He pulled his dagger and tossed it.

Vesa stepped out of the stream and went to the goblin. The corner of her lip curled up, and she said, “You’re pretty obedient for a goblin, Glack.”

“I do anything for my Princess Vesa,” he said.

“Good, then don’t move.  I’m going to suck you off again,” she said, then opened her eyes wide and covered her mouth.

…That just slipped out.  What’s coming over me?…

She knelt in front of him and pulled back his loincloth.  The woman felt a rush of adrenaline when the goblin’s pecker rose triumphantly in front of her face.  Bringing her nose to it, she filled her lungs with his scent.  Her eyes half-closed, and she began kissing his dick from base to tip.

“You like Glack’s cock?” the goblin asked, dragging his fingernails over the granite stone he was sitting on.

…I’m kissing a monster’s dick again.   It even smells good.  Why do I want it so badly?…

“Yes, Glack, I like it very much.  I’m not letting you fuck my mouth yet.  Stay still,” she said as she took him into her mouth and began to bob.  Her tongue rubbed along the underside of his dong, maximizing the amount of precum the monster produced.  She gripped his shaft with both hands and sucked.

…Finally,  it’s still just in my mouth.  It’s not like he’s fucking me, right?  I’m so sorry, Fisnick…

“Glack’s cock loves Vesa so much.  It wants Princess to feel good,”  he said.

The redhead felt a hand press against her cheek.  She looked up at him and saw a pair of dilated green eyes looking down on her.  His grubby fingers stroked her cheek and petted her hair without forcing her mouth to do anything.

Releasing his cock, she reached out and grabbed him by the waist for greater force of her bobs.  The creature's ooze started to come quickly, only to be gulped down by the naked woman.

“Vesa’s mouth loves Glack’s cock,” the goblin said in a whisper.

She found herself moaning as the thick dick made her throat bulge. 

…I’m making a disgusting goblin spew into my mouth.  If Fisnick found out, it would break his heart…

The guilt she felt thinking that was much less than she expected.  She wanted to sleep peacefully that night.  The woman didn’t want that itch coming back.

When she felt Glack twitch, she pushed her head all the way down to the base of the shaft and held it there.  Her arms hugged the goblin, and she braced for the torrent of ejaculate.  Her chin felt the monster’s nuts pulse in time with the eruptions she felt filling her belly.

…I’m not wasting a drop, Glack.  It’s all going in my tummy…

The goblin’s hands hovered over her head but stopped just short of keeping her head there.  His fingers wiggled before he put them flat on the stone edge and threw his head back and pulsed his remaining seed into her belly.

She pulled away, using her lips to milk the remaining seed in the goblin’s urethra and swallowed.  Vesa wiped her mouth and looked at the goblin.  Instead of being relaxed, his eyebrows were knit, and he was frowning.

…He feels the same way I do…

“It’s not enough, is it, Glack?”  she said, getting on the boulder next to him.

“No!  I want more!  I love Vesa!  My balls ache!”

She nodded while warmth filled her chest.  Vesa walked over to her dress, which was almost dry, and balled it up into a makeshift pillow. 

Vesa lay on her back on the boulder with her head just over the edge.  She tucked the rolled-up dress under her head and neck and pointed to Glack, saying, “You can fuck my mouth and come in me again.  Just like how you did it before.”

The goblin scratched his bald scalp and smiled.  Sliding off the boulder, he turned and pushed his erect cock down until it met Vesa’s parted lips.

His ridged, veined, and bumpy cock claimed her throat and began to piston down her neck.  Glack quickened his thrusts not too long after starting but avoided hurting her.  Her throat felt that familiar, satisfying ache that heralded another explosion of semen.

The goblin’s pendulous testicles bumped into the married woman’s face on each thrust.  Rather than disgust her, she would breathe through her nose when she was able, so that she could take in his strangely alluring aroma.

Her hands reached out and grabbed his wrists and moved them to her handful-sized breasts.  During the two days since they were apart, she felt them tingle and grow warm.  Her nipples were hard when Glack’s hands pressed into them.

The goblin took the hint, groping and squeezing her tits, using them as leverage to fuck her face.

…That’s it, Glack.  Use me!…

He laughed as he pinched her nipples roughly, which only made her more excited.

“Play with yourself,” he commanded.

Her hands darted to her pussy in a rush to obey him.  When she pushed her fingers inside herself, she was soaking wet.  Her right hand massaged her vagina with deep probing while her left hand flitted over her inflamed clitoris.

“Princess is mine!  Mmmph, I love Vesa!”  he said as he slapped her tit.

Vesa shuddered as the swat sent her over the edge.  Her body convulsed while Glack continued to pound her throat. 

…Fuck me, Glack!  Fuck my mouth and fill me more with your yummy semen!….

The goblin let out a feral cry that caused the birds to fly from the trees.  He mashed his nuts against her face and erupted again into her throat.   She could feel him spasm on her face and in her gullet while she continued to masturbate.

…This is how I want it, Fisnick.  Why can a weak goblin do it while you can’t?…

He pulled away and fell to the ground.  Vesa immediately rolled over and looked at the spent monster.

“You come tomorrow?”  he asked while his dick softened.

“I don’t know, maybe.  I want to, but there’s only so much laundry I can do.  I still have to get water, but that only takes up a little time.”

“I need you, Vesa,” he whispered.

Vesa tilted her head and said, “I know.”  The voice in the back of her head telling her to stop sounded fainter than ever.

…

“Honey, come on, are you sure you won’t have some of this pottage?  You really made a good one tonight,”  Fisnick said as he ladled another serving into his wooden bowl.

“No, dearest.  I can’t eat anything right now; I’m full,”  Vesa replied with a smile and sat down. 

“I don’t remember you eating anything besides breakfast,” he said with a frown.

“Oh, well, you see I came across a raspberry bush on the way to the stream, and I was so hungry, I stuffed my belly full of them.”

“Ah, I see, well, next time give me some of what you’ve found.  I love raspberries,” he said, patting her hand.

She nodded as her stomach twisted, looking into his earnest eyes.


Chapter 5

A few days later, early Sunday, Vesa crawled out of bed and looked at Fisnick, checking to see if he would stir.  She even gave him a bit of a shove to make sure he was sleeping soundly.  Fisnick rolled over and began to snore loudly.

Vesa scrunched her lips to one side of her face and walked out to the outdoor kitchen.  A bank of fog hung over the field in the early light.  Seeing the pile of kindling was depleted, she stomped off into the nearby forest to gather up fallen sticks.

“Stupid goblin,” she muttered to herself as she bent over and collected up twigs and branches she would use to start the cookfire. “Can’t get you out of my mind.”

“Vesa?”

The young woman whirled around, dropped her armful of twigs, and covered her mouth.  Glack approached, picked up her hand, and kissed it.

He bowed and said, “My princess.  Let me help you with that.”

“Glack!  What are you doing here!” she whispered emphatically.  “My husband is home.  If he sees you, you’re dead!”

The goblin smiled and nodded while picking up her collection of sticks.  He waved a hand in front of his face and said, “Today is your rest day.  Your man sleeps.  I’m fine.”

He grabbed her hand and walked to the outdoor kitchen.  When they got there, the goblin pulled out a chair from the table and gestured for Vesa to sit.

When Glack started to build a fire in the fire pit, stirring the ashes to find a coal, Vesa frowned and craned her neck to get a better look.

“Glack, what on earth are you doing?”

“I help! What’s wrong?” he said, shaking his head and continuing to build the fire.  “Glack misses princess.  So I come and help.  What you make?”

“Overnight porridge,” she said, watching him but keeping an eye on the house.  She pointed to a pot near the cookfire that had cooked the oatmeal overnight over the embers.

“Ah,”  the goblin said before setting the iron pot over the fire to reheat it.  “I love it.”

“How would you know about porridge, Glack?”

“I steal it.  Ha!”  he chortled while patting his belly.  He came to her and kissed her hand again.  Rather than pull her hand away, she found herself rubbing her thumb over his.

“I miss you, princess,” he said.

“Then where have you been?  I came back to the stream yesterday; you weren't there,” she said, squeezing his hand.

“Glack’s turn to hunt.  We hunt and steal.  Glack killed giant boar,”  he said as he dug his hand into a leather pouch on his rope belt.  Fishing out a curved tusk, he put it in Vesa’s hand, folding her fingers over it. “Gift.”

Vesa looked and couldn’t help but smile and nod.  “Thank you, Glack, that was sweet.”

He smiled, showing a large mouthful of pristine white teeth.  Only his canines were longer and pointed.  He went back to the pot, served up two bowls of porridge, and handed one to Vesa. 

Glack was about to use his hand to eat when she waved a finger in his face and handed him a wooden spoon.  She then showed him by eating a spoonful of oatmeal herself.

The goblin nodded and held the spoon with a determined look on his face as he took his first bite.  He chewed and swallowed, then looked at Vesa and said, “Why?”

“You don’t want your hands getting dirty, do we?  You could get sick.”

“Meh, goblins never sick.  But Glack do for princess,” he said while he continued to eat as she did. 

She couldn’t help but feel her heart swell at watching him eat like a human.  Her nose went to him, and she sniffed.  “You smell clean.”

“Glack wash in creek before.  You like?”  he asked while his ears twitched back.

“I like it very much, Glack.  You’re becoming a proper gentleman.”

Glack nodded, “I do anything for princess.”

She rinsed the bowls and spoons and sat next to Glack at the table.  She dragged her fingernail along the grain of the wood and sighed.

There was a long pause before Vesa asked, “Can I have some of your cream?”

Glack blushed through his green cheeks, “Vesa?”

“I want you to fill my stomach with it, Glack.  I really like it now.  If we’re quiet, you can feel good.”

“No,”  Glack said quietly.

Vesa’s mouth dropped open, “What!?  Why?”

The squat green man folded his muscular arms and turned his head when he said, “Princess makes me feel good all the time.  Time for Glack to make Vesa feel good.”

“But I want your—”

“It’s Glack’s turn!” he hissed.  “Princess deserves it.”

Her heart raced as she said, “What did you have in mind?”

Glack tapped his nose and disappeared under the table. Vesa felt his hands pull the hem of her dress over his head. The hands slid up her legs.  She had an idea of what he wanted, and she didn’t hesitate to lift her butt from the chair.  Vesa bit her thumb as she felt the goblin pull down her bloomers.  The married woman blushed as she rested her cheeks onto the edge of the chair and spread her legs apart wide, giving the goblin complete access to her snatch.

…What am I doing!?  Fisnick is right inside the house!  Would he believe a word I said if he caught me with a goblin’s head between my legs?…

It was then she felt the goblin’s hands touch her softly on her inner thighs, making her tremble.  Two thumbtips pulled her lips apart.

Something warm and wet pushed inside her.  Vesa whimpered.

…That must be Glack’s tongue!  It’s so hot!…

Vesa spread out her fingertips before closing them slowly into fists where her knuckles whitened.  The goblin’s tongue wasn’t like a man’s.  It was much longer.  Vesa squirmed as Glack’s tongue snaked inside of her.

“Glack, oh my fuck!” she said as she clawed at the table.

She felt a part of his tongue trace circles somewhere at the back of her vagina, at the entrance to her womb.  The thicker part of his tongue pressed against her G-spot and rubbed up and down. 

“You’re even sucking the whole thing!  Mmph.  If you keep doing that I’m going to go crazy,” she mewled.

The goblin must have heard her words because she felt him suck harder.  Vesa found her entire body below her belly button was tingling.  Rather than shrink from this lewd act, she rocked her pelvis to match her goblin’s licks.

“Good morning Vesa!”

“Huh? What?”  The woman whipped her head up and saw Fisnick poking his head out of the window. “Dear, why are you up so early?”

“I heard you cooking breakfast,” he said.  “Hey, you look a little flushed.”

Strong goblin hands massaged her legs while his tongue stirred her insides.  Vesa struggled not to scream out in pleasure.

…He must not be able to see what’s going on, thank goodness…

“Umm, it must be this summer heat along with the fire,” she said with just a hint of a high pitch to her voice.

Fisnick pointed at her, “Hey, it's Sunday, could I have some bacon?”

She was close to coming, and the swirls inside of her only intensified.

“Ha!  No, I’m sorry babe, we’re out of bacon.  Don’t you remember?”

The middle-aged man frowned and nodded, “Must have slipped my mind.  I could have sworn we had some left.  In that case I’ll just sleep in for a bit longer.  I’m still tired, so try to keep it down, alright?”

“Y-yes dear,”  she said as her body was at its limit.

Fisnick shrugged and closed the shutters.   Vesa bit her hand to stifle her moan and pushed hard.  A massive shot of liquid erupted from Vesa’s pussy directly into the goblin’s mouth.

…He’s drinking my squirt.  I can’t stop!…

Vesa had to stuff her mouth into the crook of her arm when she let out an uncontrollable moan.  The woman’s supple legs spasmed, kicking the goblin in the back with her heels.  She had to push Glack away and sit quivering for a few moments before she could open her eyes.

The monster whispered quietly, “You like?”

Vesa stood up  and narrowed her eyes at him.  She whispered back, “I could kill you!”  Her body screamed for more.  “Come with me.”

She stuffed her bloomers in her skirt pocket, passed him, picked up a mug from the table, and walked into the forest.

Her excitement grew as she walked away from the farmhouse.  The goblin trotted behind her, breathing hard to keep up.

He caught up with her and tugged on her sleeve, “Princess has such long legs, please slow down.”

“I just want to get far enough away so he can’t hear,” she said as she gripped his hand and pulled him along.  She reached a small clearing, pulled off her grey dress, and faced the goblin.

“No matter what, Glack, you can’t put it in, do you understand?” she said.

Glack licked his lips and nodded, rubbing his hands together.  “Glack, obey!”

Vesa got down onto the soft grass and rolled onto her side, away from him, and said, “Stick your cock between my thighs, Glack.  Use my legs to come.”

Glack dove for Vesa and pet her and squeezed her breasts from behind, spooning her.    Vesa could feel his entire length press against her lower back.  She lifted her leg and waited.  The goblin groaned and shifted his body.  A moment later she felt the same long cock against her vulva.

Vesa placed the cup in front of her and then clamped her leg down on his prick.  Its impressive length meant it poked quite a ways from between her legs.  She reached down and began to rub the tip of his dick, his clear precum instantly coating her hand.

“So good!” Glack said.  He gripped her by her slender hips and began to rut.  The monster’s cock sliced through her thighs once she smeared his precum over its length.

“That’s it, Glack, go as fast as you want.  Just don’t you dare put it in!” she said with a hitched voice.  Vesa used the flat of her hand to push his shaft between her pussy lips, like a bun hugging a hot dog.  The woman sighed as she felt his strong fingers dig into her flesh, allowing him to fuck even faster.

…The bumps!  They feel so good on my pussy!…

She rubbed his glans with circular motions as it poked between her legs.  The woman mewled as she felt the lovely sensation of tingling on her pussylips as his lubrication touched her flesh.

“Fuck me, Glack!  I want your come so bad!” 

“Vesa!”  he groaned.  His thrusts were long, pulling all the way out until his knob grazed her entrance. 

…It’s so close!  If I angle just a little bit, he would bury his cock deep in me.  I could do it right now, and I would be mating with a monster…

Vesa used her free hand to tug on her nipples and massage her breasts.  Before she had met Glack, her breasts would barely fill her own hands; now she found it hard to cup them.  They seemed fuller and rounder than before.

“Your cock feels so good, Glack!  It’s so long and thick!”

“Vesa!  I love you!”

…I don’t just want it on me!  I want it in me!  It’s not fair!…

The woman found her hips rolling forward little by little, as if her body wanted the cock to enter her.  She bit her lip and whined as her womb radiated pleasure.  The lips of her pussy pulsed in orgasm as Glack fucked with blinding speed.  She whipped her head back, sending her wavy auburn hair in every direction. The forest filled with the sound of the goblin’s pelvis slamming into her rump.

…Almost there!…

“Gah!”  Glack yelled and faltered with his thrusts.

Vesa’s half-lidded eyes opened wide, and she said, “Oh shit!  I almost forgot!”  She reached for the cup and placed its mouth near the goblin’s knob as it continued to pass between her slick inner thighs and pussy lips.  The next moment, a thick rope of goblin semen spewed into the cup in a two-second pulse.  He continued to fuck with each piston, sending more custard into the wooden vessel.  The subsequent pulses were shorter, and she tilted the cup up so she didn’t spill any.

The goblin sighed and rolled onto his back and lay there panting.  Vesa set the cup full of his sperm to the side and rolled next to him.  The monster looked at her affectionately and smiled, his perfect white teeth showing.

Vesa put a hand on his belly and petted him.  “I can’t believe how good a goblin can get as a lover.”  She nuzzled him and pecked his cheek.

“I love you, Vesa.  You’re the best,” he said, putting a hand on hers.

“You’re not so bad yourself, you naughty goblin,” she said, blushing.

…

When she came back, she made lunch and had woken her husband from his deep sleep.  Vesa and Fisnick sat at the kitchen table and ate a lunch of potato-and-bean stew.  Both had tall mugs of small beer.

“Vesa, you look different,” he said as he ate.

She pulled her red hair past her ear and smiled nervously, “Different like how?”

“I don’t know.  It’s like your figure is filling out somehow.  And it seems like you’re glowing.”

She took a gulp of her drink, savoring the special tingles along her palate that only came from the special ingredient she had put in her food and drink, Glack’s jism.  The rush of knowing that her new lover’s seed was passing her lips right in front of her husband made her heart race.  “I guess I’m just loving the frontier more.  I’m getting more exercise, walking into the forest.”

“About that, I’m going to need you to not leave the farm for a little while,” he said with a wan smile.

“What?  But why?  I love taking a dip in that river. It gets so hot,” she said, pouting.

…Please don’t take away Glack from me!…

“I’m sorry, but I just did a patrol around the farm while you were cooking lunch and saw dozens of tracks.  I think there are goblins about.”

“Come now, it could be anything,” she said, shrugging.  “Giant rats, as you said.”

Fisnick shook his head. “I’m sorry, but I’m sure of it.  You don’t have to worry; it won’t be for long.  I’m going to  get my gear on tomorrow morning and go goblin hunting.  They shouldn’t be too much trouble.  If you stay indoors until I get back, you can take a swim in the evening.”

Vesa’s hand trembled as she lifted her drink to her mouth.  She felt a welling up in her eyes.

“Honey, there’s no need to be afraid,” he said, getting up and hugging her from behind. “Your veteran husband is going to go out there and slay those monsters.”

She started to cry and clutched onto Fisnick’s arm as she was held.

…Please, Glack, don’t die!…


Chapter 6

The next day, Vesa paced back and forth at the front door of the farmhouse, biting her fingernails.  The sun had started to sink in the sky, and the young woman began to worry.

“Fisnick, you should have been back already,” he said, stamping her feet.  “Maybe Glack and the others ran when they saw him, and Fisnick went too far looking for them?  I don’t know!”

The woman stepped out of the doorway and into the field of dream leaf plants.  She squinted and shielded her eyes and stared at the treeline.  Looking in all directions, she sighed and said, “I guess I’ll go and make myself dinner.”

“Vess ah.”

She had hardly heard the words; they were so faint.  The woman turned and sprinted to where she thought she heard her husband's voice.  When she finally found him collapsed and bleeding between the rows of plants, she screamed.

…

Vesa shredded several dream leaves and started grinding them in a mortar and pestle.  It had taken too long to get her husband into the cart to take him back to the house.  Walking into the bedroom, she winced at seeing Fisnick again. 

“Husband, if you weren’t so strong, you’d be dead by now.”

Fisnick groaned and pointed at her, “You have to run, Vesa.  I came back to warn you.  If you don’t get away, they’ll kill you, or worse.”

She took the mash of herbs and made a poultice for the red, angry-looking wound on his leg.  “It’s a good thing dream leaf is also a healing plant.  Now tell me what happened.”

“I should have killed them all.  Found the bastards in a cave not far past the stream in a hollow along a game trail.  When I went in, I saw they had supplies from the depot.   There was a crude door in the back of the cave.  When I kicked it down, a rock fell on my head. It was a trap! That’s when they got me.”

Vesa covered her mouth.  She didn’t know whether to laugh or scream, knowing that Glack had used the same trap on Fisnick that she had used on him.

She checked the other bandages to see if they were still bleeding and said in a low voice, “So, did you manage to kill any of them?”

“I was lucky to get away alive, Vesa.  It’s a good thing that I could outrun them.  I collapsed in the field when I lost too much blood.  I’m still a little foggy,” he said.

…Then he’s alright…

“Girl, stop with the first aid and get going!  Run to the supply depot as quick as you can!”  his head fell back onto the bed, his eyes closed, and his breath became even.

“I’m sorry, Fisnick, I can’t do that,” she replied, petting his hair.  “I have to go make peace, or they’ll kill you.  You have to take a long sleep.  That poultice of dream leaf will keep you under until tomorrow morning.”

…

It hadn’t taken long for Vesa to find the goblin nest from the tracks that her husband had left.  The cave had a small column of smoke rising from the entrance as she approached with a knife held against her own neck.

“Glack!  Come out, we need to talk!” she cried out.

The sound of feet stepping through forest duff came from every direction.  She wheeled around and saw them.  Five goblins surrounded her, one of whom was Glack.  They each held flint-tipped spears and all except Glack were scowling at her.

“Step no further,” she said, pressing the blade harder onto her throat.

Glack put out his hand and said, “Stop!”  He lowered his spear onto the ground. “She’s weak.  No hurt us.  Sleeth!  Lower your spear!”

“She the bad man’s wife!”  the goblin with a scar across his belly said. 

“I come to make peace with you!”  Vesa said.  “My husband is hurt.  I don’t want him to die.”

Glack stepped forward and said, “He wanted to kill us all, Vesa.”

Sleeth turned to Glack, “You know her name?”

Glack nodded, “Yes, I know her!  She’s the princess!”

The others lowered their weapons.  Vesa sheathed her dagger and stood up straight.  She said, “I want to make a deal.  If I get my husband to not ever try to get you again, do you promise to not hurt us?”

“No,” Glack said. “He wants us dead.  I saw his eyes.  You take him and leave to big town.  No more princess.”  He shut his eyes and pointed at the ground. “It best for you to go.”

“I don’t want to go back home!  I’ve put too much of my blood, sweat, and tears into that damn farm and you’re not going to push us off the land.”

The other goblins growled and gripped their spears.

Vesa’s heart raced when she thought of an idea.  She raised her hand and said, “What if we make a deal?”

“Trade deal?” Sleeth said with a sneer.

She lifted her skirt slowly, “In exchange for our safety, you can be with me once a week.”

The goblins looked and sniffed the air.

Glack yelled, “Vesa is mine!”

She raised her hands and said, “Glack, honey, this deal isn’t going to work unless you’re all together.    What happens if Sleeth comes into our home and stabs my husband?”

Glack spat at the ground, “Then one day a week is not enough.”

Vesa’s loins tingled.  She asked, “Then how often did you want?”

“As much as we want, whenever we want,” he said. “That only way I can get enough of you.”

…One, two, three, four, five of them.  Using my body whenever they wanted.  I would get pregnant!…

The tingling became worse; she pursed her lips and said, “Only if you don’t finish inside me.”

Glack shook his head, “Any way we want, Vesa.  Any place any time.”

“What if my husband is there?” she said in a high-pitched voice.

Glack shrugged, “Your trouble, not mine.  Come to the stream every day.  Knock him out.  Your problem.”

“Knock him out?” she muttered.  She thought of the poultice she put on her husband.

…That’s right, I’m so dumb!  We have night fruit!  If I eat that every day, I won’t get pregnant!…

She yelled out, “Yes!  It’s a deal!  Any time you want to fuck me, you can.”

A chorus of laughs rose up from the goblins.  Their loincloths all started to tent as they dropped their weapons and stepped closer.

Vesa’s body hummed in anticipation of what was about to happen.  She was looking at the hunger in each of their eyes, and she found herself backing into the cave.  A bead of sweat formed on her forehead as she pulled her hair over her shoulder and twirled it. The woman tried to swallow, but her mouth was dry.  Something deep inside her belly felt like it was calling out to these short green humanoids.

Glack pulled off his loincloth  and let his cock stand at attention as he entered the cave behind her.  He said, “You get on bed now.  You become goblin wife soon now.  Bad man shares princess with us from now on.”  He pointed to a pile of blankets that looked as if they had been stolen from the supply depot.

Vesa walked to the blankets, kicked off her shoes, and pulled off her clothes.  She covered her breasts and her vulva and sat on her knees in front of them.

“On your back, wife,” Glack said.

A shiver ran through her body.  Any semblance of control was slipping out of her grasp as she sat back and lay on the blankets in the nude.  The four other goblins sniffed and chuckled as they pulled off their clothing as well.  There was enough light in the cave to see them clearly.   They stood over her with their dicks at attention, hovering over her.

…Those cocks will soon be inside of me.  I have to eat that night fruit as soon as I get home or they’ll knock me up…

Glack stood between her spread legs and said in a soothing voice, “Are you ready, Vesa?  Do you want this?”

She ran her hands over her body, as if to feel and remember what it was like before she was an eager goblin fucker.  Vesa nodded and said, “Yes.”

The goblins came down close and began licking her body.  Their hands touched every part of her body, stroking, groping, and lightly pinching.  Two goblins she didn’t know each began sucking on her breasts.  One actually began sucking on her toes and licking the soles of her feet.

…Five!  There are five of them!...

The cave echoed the sound of her moan when Glack began sucking on her clit.  Her hands reached out to the goblins sucking on her breasts, and she began stroking their cocks, feeling their ooze already dribbling from their cockheads.

Sleeth knelt by her head and said, “You suck my dick now.”

“Yes, Sleeth, I’ll—”

The larger goblin swung his leg over her head and pushed his pecker past her lips and began fucking her mouth.  Sleeth’s dick was shorter, but girthier than Glack’s.  Rather than gag, she gripped the goblin’s sucking her tits harder.

…Every one of them is bigger than my husband.  Please Glack, please be the first inside my pussy!…

“Back off, Rag!  Her pussy is mine!”  Glack said, easing her heart.

While Sleeth’s thick dick was plunging her mouth, she tried to focus on the sensation between her legs.  She felt his familiar hands knead the flesh of her hips as he spread her legs.  Something large pressed against her slit, splitting her lips apart, and stretching the labia minora.  Then a fullness came over her vagina as the goblin’s ridged cock slid into her drenched pussy. 

…Gods!  He’s so much bigger than Fisnick!  I love this stretch.  Fisnick! I’m sorry!…

She let out a long moan when Glack’s knob pushed up against her cervix.  The veins and bumps seemed to hit every special spot inside her.  She arched her back, and only Sleeth’s dick stopped her from screaming in pleasure.

Glack didn’t waste time and began fucking her.  Their fluids mingled, and Vesa’s love canal blossomed with pleasure.  Each thrust ended in the goblin cock nudging the end of her vagina, making her squeak.

…Is this what I’ve been missing my whole married life?…

In the background, she could hear a goblin whimpering, “When my turn!?”

Glack said, “We have all the time forever, Rag!  Wait!”

Vesa tried to keep up with the lust of the four monsters, but she soon found herself exhausted.  The hammering of her mouth and pussy felt like an oncoming tidal wave that would overpower her. 

“Vesa is our princess.  We love her, yes?”  Glack said.

The others all called out, “Yes!”

…Fisnick, I’m sorry.  This is too good!…

The wave hit Vesa, and she froze as her orgasm shocked her with pleasure.  The woman’s toes curled, and she lifted her knees back, letting Glack rut her pulsating pussy.  She wanted to hug Glack, and to shower him with kisses, and then the others as well.  To her, the distinction between human and goblin had melted away; there was only herself and her lovers.

Sleeth grunted and hammered the ground with his fist.  He then shoved his dick all the way down her throat and began to ejaculate.  Vesa released the goblins at her side and gripped Sleeth’s ass cheeks, keeping his thick pecker down her gullet while the goblin’s cherished fluids were sprayed down into her waiting stomach.  He finished and flopped to the side.

…Another goblin’s jism is in me.  I’m tingling all over…

The two goblins saw the woman’s blissful state and couldn’t wait for her to finish them, so they scooted next to her head and began to stroke themselves off.   She reached up and weakly massaged their balls as they masturbated.  The woman felt their heavy testicles get pulled up close to the base of their cocks and then finally the contractions of their pelvic floor muscles.

Two hot ropes of goblin jizz sprayed onto her face.  Not a single inch of her skin was left untouched by their emissions.  Vesa reflexively opened her mouth in a vain attempt to catch more of their beloved come, only for them to change their aim to cover her tits with their cream.   The young wife was drenched in ejaculate.

“Fuck!” she said, breathing heavily while she tugged and mashed her nipples, forcing the semen to take effect on her sensitive areas.  “Come here, Glack, hold me when you finish!”

“Vesa, my love!”  Glack gasped and fell over her.  His shorter torso only allowed him to kiss her neck.  Vesa crunched and lifted her head.  Sleeth saw what was happening and propped her up by rolling up the edge of the blanket under her head and shoulders. 

She looked at Sleeth and said, “Thank you, darling.”

Sleeth blushed and scooted back, stroking himself as he watched.

Vesa and Glack french kissed while he hammered her pussy.  She rubbed her hand gently over his bald scalp and bucked her hips to meet his.  In her mind, it was over; she was theirs.

Glack’s hands wandered to her glazed breasts.  He seemingly had no care that it was other goblins’ ejaculate.  He massaged her tits and rubbed her nipples while his long dick pistoned ever faster.

He came up for air and said, “I love you, Vesa.”

“I mmmph, love you to Glack!  Ahh!”  she cried out as another convulsion took her.

“Be our goblin wife?” his thrusts slowed in frequency but increased in their force, with each thrust slapping hard into her upturned thighs.

“Yes, I’ll be your wife, to all of you!  Anytime you want, use my body!  Mmmph!”  she moaned.  “Now put your monster seed in my womb!”

“Gah!”  Glack grunted and put his mouth on her neck.  He sucked hard as his cock spewed directly against her cervix. 

“Fuck!  Glack! Yes!” she hooked her ankles around his bare buttocks and held him close for a deep creampie.  She cradled his head and wrapped her arm around his back, holding him tight as his pulses filled her vagina to overflowing. Spurts shot out from the side of her vagina and drooled onto the woolen blankets.

Vesa went limp and dozed as Glack held on until his orgasm finished. He then snuggled and began to suck on her swollen cum-covered tits. 

… It's done.  I have been bred by a monster, a weak goblin!  I loved every moment of it.  I need this in my life every day.  I can never go back…

“Now my turn!”  Rag said.

Glack turned his head and looked up.  Vesa felt the goblin hold her tighter for a moment before giving her one last kiss.

“Is Rag’s turn,”  the goblin leader said as he backed away.

“Yes, I know,” she said, looking up dreamily at Rag.  Rag was the thinnest and most wiry of the bunch with well-defined muscles and not an ounce of fat on him.  Rather than a pot-belly, he sported a six-pack.  His cock was similar in size to Sleeth’s but had a distinct curve to it.  She bit her lip when she saw his heartbeat in the veins of his shaft.

Rag smiled and stroked his glistening cock, “Is Rag’s turn.”  The goblin went down to her and rolled the woman onto her belly, and then pulled her ass into the air.

It was only when she felt his slippery knob press against her anus did she realize what was about to happen.

…I’ve never done that before.  He’s going to stick it in my dirty place and take my anal virginity!…

“Rag want your ass!  Can I?”

Vesa bit her lip and slapped her hand on the blankets.  She said, “I meant what I said, Rag!  Any place, any time.  I’m your goblin wife, right?”

“Good!” he said with a laugh.  The goblin pressed his knob against her puckered and tight asshole.  She covered her mouth and whimpered as the rock-hard, slippery phallus spread her sphincter wider.

“Mmm, so tight,” Rag said.

The woman gasped as her exit stretched to match the girth of Rag’s cock.  The moment it reached the same size, Rag’s shaft plunged deeply into her colon.

“Gah!” Vesa yelled.  She stretched her hands and buried her face into the blankets as the goblin’s cock filled her.

…I feel like I have to poo!  Why the hell does this feel so good!?…

They were motionless as he was balls deep.  Eventually Vesa relaxed enough to say, “Rag, you can move now.” She reached for her clitoris and started rubbing.

The goblin was smart enough to take his time fucking his new wife in the ass.  The curve of his dick pressed through the flesh that separated her colon from her vagina and into her G-spot.  This sense of fullness felt so depraved and dirty, mixed with lust and the relief of broken boundaries.  Her lover, Rag,  pressed his fingers into the soft flesh of her ass and held tight and rolled his hips into her.  Each penetration into her guts was slow and deliberate.  Her moans were animalistic.

She heard the others shift, and she wondered what the others would do while she was in this position.  Gentle touches grazed her back and arms.  Glack stroked her hair while the two unnamed goblins held her hands.

“What are your two names?  Mmmph,”  she said, looking at them.

A light green goblin with a tuft of white hair at the back of his head nodded and said, “I am Trip. And this is Pinch.” He pointed to the other goblin, who was the darkest green, and whose skin had a tortoise-shell pattern. 

“It’s nice to meet you husbands,” she said with a weak smile.  Her body shook with each of Rag’s long thrusts.

Trip nodded and said, “We want to be next, yes?”

“Of course, dear Trip.  Use me how you want,” she said.

Pinch pointed at her, “Before then, you push up.  On your hands, yes?”

Vesa arched an eyebrow but nodded and pressed up, going on her hands and knees.  The two goblins walked around and snuck under her raised torso so her tits were over their mouths.  A moment later Vesa rolled her eyes and groaned as her hanging breasts were eagerly suckled.

Her head lolled, and she let out sporadic moans as Rag quickened.  There was a rustle behind her, and she wondered what was happening when her knees were pulled apart.

Rag grit his teeth and said,  “What you doing, Glack?”

Glack chuckled and replied, “Loving my new wife.”

Vesa felt him shimmy between her legs, nestling his head between her thighs.  She felt his tongue start to swirl and snake around her clitoris and then plunge into her vagina.

…He’s fucking my gash with his tongue.  Glack is licking the entrance to my womb while Rag is pumping my asshole!…

The redhead screamed out in pleasure.  The only thing keeping her sane was the reassuring petting she received from Trip and Pinch.

That was when Sleeth lifted her head by hooking a finger under her chin.  He said, “Use mouth?”

“Yes! Fuck yes!”  she exclaimed before opening wide.  Sleeth held her head up firmly by gripping her hair but avoided pulling.  The goblin got back on his knees and fucked her throat a second time.

…Five of them, all touching me!  Using me!…

Vesa stopped moaning and focused on getting air when Sleeth’s dick wasn’t jammed down her throat.  Stringy saliva drooled out of her mouth as a green shaft penetrated her throat.  The cave echoed with the sound of sucking and thrusting.

Inside her, a dark thundercloud of an orgasm rumbled.  This was low and deep.  She reached back and tapped Rag.  He slowed, and she gripped his ass and pulled him to his deepest penetration and left it there.  The others continued their affections as an anal orgasm consumed her mind.  Her sphincter clenched on Rag’s dick over and over.

…I can’t stop coming!…

Wave after wave of low intensity pleasure washed over her.  Rather than sharp shocks of orgasm that ended quickly, this just kept going. 

…Could I even look at Fisnick the same way again after this?…

Rag grunted, “No moving but coming!”  He slapped her ass and then pressed as hard as he could.  With no movement, the goblin’s dick twitched and emptied into her bowels.  At the same time, Sleeth shuddered and shot another load into her mouth at the wrong time. She sputtered and turned away as a rope of jism shot over her closed eyes.

Her brain snapped.  The girl known as Vesa was replaced by a cock hungry slut.  She didn’t want a family; she didn’t want anything except to feel good.  The goblin spunk hung from her face until it dripped onto the bedding.

She fell limp.  When the goblins realized, they all pulled away and rolled her onto her back.  Glack fetched a waterskin and came to her side.  Propping her up, he poured water into her open mouth.

…I don’t want water.  I want to only drink goblin stuff…

Glack smiled at her, “You must drink water and rest.”

She pouted but began to drink. 

…I don’t want to rest.  I want you to fuck my pussy more.  I want to wake up with a goblin cock in my ass and pussy…

“But, I—”

“No, wife,” he said before patting her cheek and kissing her forehead.  “You are dear to all of us.  We take care of you, feed you, clean you.  You must go back to the bad man tonight and tell him you are both safe now.  We start deal tomorrow morning.”

She stopped sucking on the waterskin and said, “But I want more.”

“We want too,” he said with a nod. “But we must move camp to be closer.  You goblin wife now.  We help farm.  We good husbands, we learn.  Never leave.”

Vesa’s eyes welled with tears. “I love you so much, Glack.  Thank you!”


Epilogue

Fisnick stirred in bed when he felt the mattress moving.  His mind was clouded, and his vision blurred at the edges when he opened his eyes.  When he moved, every part of his body hurt, especially his head.  He gingerly touched his bandage and winced.  The man struggled to turn and see what was causing the bed to creak.

He saw his wife next to him being fucked by a goblin.  The short humanoid monster had his dear wife’s legs over his shoulders and was fucking her with deep, swift strokes.  He tried to reach out, but his arms felt like lead.  His wife seemed different.  Her lithe frame had changed.  Her hips were fuller, and her breasts were round and firm with hard pink nipples.  Her tits bounced in tight circles as the goblin looked down fondly at her, hips thrusting.  What astonished him was that his wife was moaning and smiling at the goblin pounding her pussy and touching the monster’s green hand with soft strokes.

“Vesa! Run!”

He saw her turn her head to him.  Her eyes were wide and her mouth open. A moment later the half-lidded eyes returned, and she smiled at him.  She asked, “Why should I do that, husband?  We’re safe in bed together.  I’ve been taking care of you.  It’s the middle of the night.”  Her hand reached out and held Fisnicks.

“That goblin is breeding you!”

Vesa reached for the side table and showed him the black round fruit known as night fruit.  She sank her teeth into its juicy flesh and chewed; the dark purple juice dripped from her lips.

She finished off the night fruit and wiped her mouth.  Vesa said, “Fisnick, my dear husband.  No one is breeding me.”

“What?  He’s right there—”

She put a finger on Fisnick’s lips and said, “You’re just having a bad dream.  None of this is real.  Your feverish and hallucinating.”

His vision fogged again, and he found himself nodding, “I see, this is just a bad dream.”

The goblin looked down at him and sneered as he fucked Fisnick’s wife.  The goblin said, “Glack is bad dream.”

Vesa shushed the goblin and then smiled back at her husband.  “Do you need more dream leaf tea, dear?  Those goblins really hurt you bad, didn’t they?  You need to rest if you’re to heal.”

“I suppose so. I ache all over.  I need to get back to work on the farm,” he said, trying to turn to the window.

Vesa cupped his cheek, “You poor thing, don’t you remember?”

“Remember what?  Everything is so fuzzy,” the middle-aged man asked.

“After you saw that the goblins ran away, you said you’re not working on the farm anymore.”

“I’m not!?”

“You couldn’t get it up with me, and you confessed that you were worthless at the farm.  You told me to hire some help with the crops and that you would go back to work as an adventurer,”  she said while her hips started to rock into the goblin’s thrusts.

“I said that?!  But I thought we were going to have a family,” he said.

“If you can’t fuck me, Fisnick, what’s the point of saying that?  You agreed to go back to the guild and support me by becoming an adventurer again.  I would stay here alone as your wife and get help working the farm.  You would send me every last copper you made.  That’s what you’re good for, Fisnick, supporting me while I stay on the farm.  You promised me I would live in a castle, didn’t you?”

“I did,” he said, nodding.  “I’m not any good in bed.  I can send the money I make to the supply depot, and you can pick it up there.”

“That’s right, Fisnick.  You’re only good to me as a money pouch,”  she said and kissed his hand.    The man could feel his wife being fucked by the goblin.  It seemed so real to him.  “You never were any good at being a farmer, or a man.”

Fisnick felt a pain in his chest; the words she said sweetly rang true.  He was supposed to have given her a big family and a large safe home.  This dream seemed like a punishment.

“I love you, Vesa, I’m so sorry I couldn’t be a good husband,”  he whimpered.

“Ah!  Don’t worry, Fisnick.  Mmmph, the farmhands will take good care of me while you’re on the road,” she said panting as she stroked his face.

Fisnick’s stomach lurched, and he rolled onto his back in exhaustion.  The last thing he saw was the goblin pulling out and spraying ropes of cum all over his wife’s body.  Her giggles filled his ears as sleep took him once again.
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